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"I can't see any water."

She clicked her tongue with vexation.   " Oh, Harry!"

"Did you bring some up?"

"No, dear. I thought some would have been put
there/'

"Oh."

The ghost seemed to arrive at a decision. She
observed it lay down the candle, reach for a pair of
plum-coloured dress breeches and draw them up
around the white nightshirt.

"I'll see if I can find you some water downstairs/'
said Flanders.

She saw him open the door, hesitate uncertainly
for an instant on the threshold, then plunge forward
into the dark acres of the landing. For the moment
there was nothing left of that parched throat which
had just sent Flanders downstairs on her behalf.
She was conscious only of the balm that filled her
heart. Flanders was still her lover. His plum-coloured
ireeches, hanging loose over his knees, were shining
armour. His quest, that had been for a glass of
water, was strangely become a pilgrimage for the
Holy Grail. . . .

She listened for his footsteps, watched for the
first signs of the approaching candle, tasted in anticipa-
tion the simple love-potion he was bringing her.

At length she heard the creak of a stair. A vague
luminosity became apparent, growing gradually
brighter. Then, just as the candle was obviously
almost level with the door, it paused. There was a
faint sound as of some other door opening. A whispered
colloquy seemed to take place. Finally she heard
Flanders wish somebody Good night, and .the candle,
with Flanders behind it, reappeared in the bedroom.